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LOVE OR MONEY:

OR,

A PERILOUS SECRET.

BY CHARLES READE,

$sthor of “Put Tourself in His Place™
etc., ete., ete.

CHAPTER VIIL.
THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.
The next time Walter Clifford met

Bartley he was gloomy at inter-
vals. The observant girl saw he had
something on his mind. Shetaxed him
with it, and asked him tcnderly what it
Was,

“Oh, nothing.” said he.

“Don’t tell me!” said she. “Mind,
nothing escapes my eve. Come, tell me,
or we are not friends.”

“Oh, come, Mar{. That is hard.”

“Not in the least. I take an interest
n vou.”

“Bless you for saying so!”

“And so, if you keep your troubles
ml.l.l me, we are not friends, nor cous-

“Mary!”

“Nor anything else.”

“Well, dear Mary, sooner than not be
anything else to you I will tell you, and
re I don’t like. Well, then, if I must,

t is that dear old wrong-headed fa‘her
of mine. lle wants me to marry Julia
Clifford.”

Mary turned pale directly. “I guess-
ed as much,” said she. “Well, she is
young and beautiful and rich, and it is
your duty to obey your father.”

“But I can’t.” .

“Oh yes, you can, if you try.”

“But I can’t try.”

"th not?”

“Can’t you guess?”

“No.”

“Wé¢ll, then, I love another girl. As
.p&ouite to her as light is to darkness.”
ary blushed and looked down.“Com-
imentary to Julia,” she said. “I pity
opposite, for Julia is a fine, high-
minded girl.”

“Ah, Mary, vou are too clever for me;
of course 1 mean the opposite in appear-
ance.”

“As ugly as she is pretty?”

“No; but she is a dark girl.and T don’t
like dark girls. It was a dark girl that
deceived me so heartlessly years ago.”

“Ah!”

“And made me hate the whole sex.”

“Or only the brunettes?”

“The whole lot.”

“Cousin Walter, 1 thank you in the
mame of that small company.”

“Until I saw you, and you converted
me in one day.”

“Only to the blondes?”

“Only toone of them. Mysweet Mary,
the situation is serious. You, whose
eye nothing escapes—you must have
seen long ago how I love you.”

“Never mind what I have seen, Wal-
ter.” said Mary, whose bosom was be-
ginning to heave.

“Very well,” said Walter; “then I will
tell you as if you didn’t know it. I ad-
mired you at ftirst sight; every time I
was with yvou I admired you, and loved
{ou more and more. It is my heaven

o see you and to hear you speak.
Whether you are grave or gay, sauey or
tender, it is all one charm, one witch-
craft. I want yon for my wife, and my
child, and my friend. Mary, my love,
my darling, how could I marry any wo-
man but you? and you, could you mar-
ry any man but me, to break the heart
that beats only for you?”

This and the voice of love,now ardent,
now broken with emotion, were more
than sweet, sancy Mary could trifle
with; her head drooped slowly upon his
shoulder, and her arm went round his
neck, and the tremor of her vielding
frame and the tears of tenderness that
flowed slowly from her fair eves told
Walter Clifford without a word that she
Was wWon.

He had the sense not to ask her for
words. What words eould be so elo-
quent as this? IHe just held her to his
anly bosora, and trembled with love
and joy and triumph.

She knew, too, that she had replied,
and treated her own attitude like a sen-

tence in rather adroll way. “But for
all that,” said she, “1 don’t mean to be a
wicked girl if I can help. This is an age
of wicked young ladies, I soon found
that out in the newspapers; that and
science are the two features. And I
have made a solemn vow not to be one
cf them"—(query,a science or anaughty
girl)}—making mischief between father
and son.”

“No more you shall, dear,” said Wal-
. ter. “Leave it to me. We must be pa-
tient, and all will come right.”

“Oh, I'll be true to you, dear, if that
is all ” said Mary

“And if you would not mind just tem-
porizing a little, for my sake, who love
you?”

“Temporize!” said Mary, eagerly.
*With all my heart. I'll temporize
we are all dead and buried.”

“Oh, that will be too long for me,”
said Walter.”

“Oh, never do things by halves,” said
the ready girl.

If his tongue had been as prompt as
hers, he might have said that “tempor-
fzing” whs doing things by halves; but
he let her have the last word. And per-
bhaps he lost nothing, for she would
have had that whether or no.

So this day was another era in their
love. Girls after a time are not content
to see they are beloved; they must hear
it too; and now Walter had spoken out
like 2 man, and Mary had replied like a
woman. They were happy, and walked
hand in hfand _purring to one another,

of sparring any more.

On his ret'umniqm% Walter found
Julia marching swiftly and haufghtilz
up and down upon the terrace of Clif-
ford Hall, and he could not help admir-

the haughty magnificence of her

e reason soon appeared. She

was in a passion. She was always tall,
but now she seemed lofty, and to com-
bine the supple panther with the erect
in ireful march. Such a

woman as Julia really awes a man
with her carriage at such a time. The
soul thinks he sees before him the

n of the just; when very like-

m only what ina man would be

Avue bul 1Nend »igme =~
““Fay, what other Mttle wretch is
thewe about? We are all Grenadieis
and May<poles in this houseexcept him.
Well, let him go. | dare say somebody
else—hum—and Uncle Clifford has told
me more than once I ought to look high-

er. I couldn’t well look lower than five
feet nothing. Ila! hal ha! I told him
s0.”

“That was cruel.” '

“Don’t scold me. I won't be lectured
by anv of you. Of course it was, dear.
Poor little Perey. Oh! ok! oh!” :

And after all this thunder there was !
a little rain, by a law that governs At-
mosphere and Woman imsartiul]y.

Seeing her softened, and having his |
own reasons for wishing to keep Fitzroy
to do his duty, Walter begged leave to
mediate, if possible, and asked if she |
would do him the honor to contide the
grievance to him.

“Of course I will,” said Julia. “He is
angry with Colonel Clifford for not
wishing him to stay here, and he is an-
gry with me for not making Uncle Clif-
ford invite him. As if I could! I should
be ashamed to propose such a thing.

LaKe tne snine out of m airectly; you
have only to give a ball, and then all
the girls will worship you, Julia Clif-
ford especially, for she could dance the
devil to a stand-still.”

Percy’s eves flashed. “When can I
have the place®” said he, eagerly.

“In half an hour. I'll draw you a

three months' agreement. Got any pa-

wr? Of course not. Julia is so near,
Vhat are those? Playing-cards. What
do yvou play? *Patience,’ all by yourself.

. No wonder you arequarrelsome! Noth-

ing else to bestow vour energy on.”

Percy denied tlas imputation. The
cards were for pistol practice. He shot
daily at the pips in the yard.

“It is the fiend Enswithat loads your

istols, and your temper too. Didn't I

Il you so?”

Walter then demanded the ace of dia-
monds, and on its face let him the house
and premises ona repairing lease for
three vears, rent £5 a year; which was
a good bargain for both parties, since
Percy was sure to lay outa thousand

unds or two on the property, and to

ind Julia more closely to {:fm, who was

, worth her weight in gold ten times

The truth is, he 1s a luxurious littie fel- ' gver.

low, and my society out-of-doors does |

Walter had brought the keys with

not compensate him for the cookery at | him, so he drove Percy overat once and

the Dun Cow. There! let him go.”

“But I want himn to stay.” '

“Then that is very kind of you.”

“Isn’t it?” said Walter, slyly. “Andl
must make him stay somehow. Now
tell mie, isn’t be a little jealous?”

“A little jealous! Why, Leis eaten
up with it; he is petrie de jolousie.”

“*C'hen,” said Walter timidly, and hesi-
tating at every word, “vyoun can’t be an- |
grv if I work on him a little. Would
there be any great harm if I were tosay |
that nobody can see you without admir- l
ing vou; that I have always respected
his rights, but that if he abandons
them—"

Julia canght it in a moment. She
blushed, and laughed heartily. “Obh
ou goodd, sly Thing!” said she; “and it
1s the truth, for I am as proud as he is
vain, and if he does leave me I will turn
round that moment and make you in
love with me.”

Walter looked queer. This was a
turn he had not counted on.

“Do vou think 1 couldn't, sir?" said
she, sharply.

“It is not for me to limit the power
of beauty.” said Walter, meekly.

“Say the power of flattery. 1 could
cajole any man in the world—if I
chose.”

“Then you are a dangerous creature,
and I will make Fitzroy my shield. I'm
off to the Dun Cow.”

“You are a duck,” said this impetuous
beauty., *“So there!” She took him
round the neck with both hands, and
gave him a most delicious kiss.

“Why, he must be mad.” replied the
recipient, bluntly. She laughed at that,
and 'luo went straight to the Dun Cow,
He found young Fitzroy sitting rather
disconsolate, and opened his errand at
once by asking him if it was true that
they were to lose him.

Perey replied stiffly that it was true.

“What a pity!” said Walter.

“I d-—don’t think I shall be m—much
m—missed,” said Percy, rather sudden-

i
'
!
1

|
|

“I know two people who will miss

on.”

“I d—don’t know one.”

“Two, I assure you—Miss Clifford and
myself. Come, Mr. Fitzroy, I will not
beat about the bush. I am afraid you
are mortified, and T must say, justly
mortified, at the coolness my father has
shown to you. Dut I assure you that it
is not from any disrespect to you per-
sonally.”

“Oh, indeed!” said Perey, ironically,

“No; quite the reverse—he is afraid
of vou.”

“That is a g—g—good joke.”

“No: let me explain. Fathersare enri-
ous people. If they are ever so disin-
terested in their general conduct, they
are sure to be a little mercenary for
their children. Now, you know, Miss
Clifford is a beauty who would adorn
Clifford Hall, and an heiress whose
money would purchase certain proper-
ties that join ours. You understand?”

“Yes " said the little man, starting up
in great wrath. *“I understand, and it's
a—bom—inable. I th—thought vou
were my friend, and a m—man of h—
honor.”

“So I am, and that is why I warm you
in time. If you quarrel with Miss Clif-
ford, and leave this place in a pet, just
see what risks we both run, you and I.
My father will be always at me, and I
shall not be able to insist on your prior
claim; he will say you have abandoned
it. Julia will take the huff, and you
know beautiful women will do strange
things—mad things—when once pique
enters their hearts. She might turn
round and marry me.”

“You forget, sir, you are a man of
honor."”

“But not a man of stone. Now, my
dear Fitzroy, be reasonable. Suppose
that peerless creature went in for fe-
male revenge; why, the first thing she
would do would be to make me love her
whether I chose or no. She wouldn’t
give me a voice in the matter. She
would flatter me; she would cajole me;
she would transfix my too susceptible
hearts with glances of fire and bewitch-
ing languor from those glorious eyes.”

D—d—! Ahem!"” cried Percy, turn-
ing green.

Yalter had no mercy. “I heard her
say once she ecould make any man love
her if she chose.”™

“So she could,” said Percy, ruefuily.
“She made me. I had an awful p—p—
prejudice against her, but there was no
resisting.”

“Then don't subject me to such atrial.
Stick to her like a man.”

“So I will; b—but it isam—m-—morti-
a‘imz position. I'm a man of family.

e came in with the C—Conquest, and
are respected in our c—county; and here
1 have to meet her on the sly,and live
at the D—Dun Cow.”

“Where the cuisfne is wretched.”

“A—b—b—bominable!”

Havm% thus impregnated his mind
with that soothing sentiment, jealousy
Walter told him he had a house to let
on the estate—quite a ntleman’s
house, only a little dilapidated, with a
fine lawn and garden, only neglected in-
to a wilderness. “But all the for
you,” said he. “You have plenty of
money, and no occupation. Perhaps
that is what leads to these little quar-
rels. It will amuse you to repair thse
crib and restore the lawn. Why, there
is & brook runs throngh it—itisn’t every
lawn has that—and there used to be
water-lilies floating, and peonies nod-
ding down at them from the bank; a

. She adores flowers, you know.
notrent that house from me? You
have constant occupation and

amusement. You will become & rival

1

veiivaed S0 my governor. You will

| gave him possession, and, to do the lit-

le fellow justice, the moisture of grati-
tulde s in his eyes when they part-
ed.

Waiter told Julia all about it that
same night, and her eyes were eloguent
too.

The next day he had a walk with
Mary Bartley, and told her all about it.
She hung upon him, and gazed admir-
ingly into his eyes all the time, and they
parted happy lovers.

Mr. Bartley met her at the gate.
“Mary,” said he, gravely, “who was that
I saw you with just now?”

“C‘onsin Walter.”

h'“l feared so. You are too much with

m.,”

Mary turned red and white by turns,
but said nothing.

Bartley went on: “You area good
child, and I have always trusted you. I
am sure you mean no harm. DBut yon
must be more discreet. I have just
heard that you and that young man are
looked npon as engaged lovers. They
say it is all over the village. Of course
a father is the last to hear these things.
Does Mrs. Easton know of this?”

“Oh yes, papa, and approves it."

“Stupid old woman! She ought to be
ashamed of herself.”

“Oh, papa!” said Mary, in deep dis-
tress; “why, what objection can there
be to Cousin Walter?”

“None whatever as a ¢cousin.butevery
objection to intimacy. Does he court
you?”

“Idon’t know, papa.
does.”

“Does he seek your love?”

“He does not say 8o exactly.”

“Come, Mary, you have never deceiy-
ed me. Does he love you?”

“I am afraid he does; and if youreject
hiim”hlt* will be very unhappy. And so
ghall 1"

“1 am truly sorry to hear it, Mary, for
there are reasons why I cannot consent
to an engagement between him and
you."
© “What reasons, papa®

“It would not be proper to disclose
my reasons; but I hope, Mary, that it
will 1 e enough to say that Colonel Clif-
ford has other views for Lis son. and [
Liave other views for my dauchter. Do
you think a blessing will attend you or
him if you defy both fathers?” '

“No.no.,” said poor Mary, “We have
been hasty ana very foolish. But, oh,
papa, have you not seen from the first?
Oh. why did you not warn me intime?
Then I could have obeyed you easily.
Now it will cost me the happiness of
my life. We are very unfortunate. Poor
Walter! He left me so full of hope.
What shall T do? what shall I do?”

It was Mary Bartley's first grief. She
thought all chance of happiness was
gone forever, and she wept bitterly for

Valter and herself.

Bartley was not unmoved, but he
could not change his nature. The sum
he had obtamned by a erime was dearer
to him than all his more honest gains,
He was Kind on the surface, but hard
as marble.

“Go to your room, my child.” said he,
“and try and compose yourself. 1 am
not angry with you. I ought to have
watched youn. But you are so young,
and I trusted to that woman.”

Mary retired, sobbing, and he sent for
Mrs. Easton.

“Mrs. Easton,” said he, “for the first
time in all these years 1 have a fanlt to
find with you.”

“What is that, sir, if you please?”

“Young Clifford has been courting
that child. and vou have encouraged it.”

“Nay, sir.” said the woman. “I have
not done that. She never spoke to me,
ner I to her.”

“Well, then, you never interfered.”

*No, sir: no more than you did."”

“Decause 1 never observed it till to-
da“‘.?F

“How could I know that, sir? Every-
body else observed it. Mr. Hope would
have been the first to see it, if he had
been in your place.” Thissudden thrust
made Bartley wince, and showed him
he had a tougher customer to deal with
than poor Mary.

“You can't bear to be found fault
with, Easton,” said he, craftily, “and 1
don’t wonder at it, after fourteen years'
fidelity to me.”

“I1 take no credit for that,” said the
}mmtap. doggedly. “lI have been paid

or it.”

“Nodoubt., But I don’t always get
the thing I pay for. Then let by-gones
be by-gones; but just assist me now w0
cure the girl of this folly.”

*Sir.” said the woman, firmly, “it is
not folly; it is wisest and best for all;
and I can’t make up my mind to lift a

‘%ﬁ; against it."”
you mean to defy me, then?”
*No, sir. Idon't want to go against
you, nor yetagainst my own conscience,
what's left on’t. I have seena pretty
while that it must come to this, and I
have written to my sister Sally. She
kl‘.egﬂ a small hotel atthe lakes. She is
ready to have me, and I'm not %o old
to be useful toher. I'm worth my board.
I'll go there this very day. if you please.
I’'m as true to you as I can be, sir. For
I see by Miss M 13 erying so you have
spoken to her, an eto

I suppose he

80 now she is saf
come to me for comfort; and if she
does, I shall take her part, you may be
sure, for I love her like my own child.”
Here the dogged voice to tremble;
but she recovered herself, and told him
she would go at once to her sister Gil-
bert, that lived only ten miles off, and
day she would go to the little hotel
ll.l:g leave him to two

Bartley asked a moment to consider.

“Shall we be friends still if you leave
, me like that? Surely, after all these
years, you will not tell yoursister? You
will not betray me?”

“Never, sir,” said she. “What for?
To bring those two together? Why, it
would part them forever. I wonder at
you, & gentleman, and in business all
your life, yet you don’t seem to see
through the muddy water as I do that
is only a plain woman.”

She then told him her clothes were
nearly all packed, and she could start in
an hour.

“You shall have the break and the
horses,” said he, with great alacrity.

Everything transpires quickly in a
small house, and just as she had finish-
ed packing, in came Mary in violent dis-
tress. “What, is it true? Are you go-
ing to leave me, now my heart 1s brok-
en? Oh, nurse! nurse!”

This was too much even for stout-
hearted Nancy Easton.

“Oh, my child! my child!” she cried,
and sat down on her box sobbing vio-
lently, Mary enfolded in her arms, and
then they sat ecrying and rocking to-
gether.

“Papa does not love me as I do him.,”
sobbed Mary, turning bitter for the first
time. “He breaks my heart, and sends
you away the same day, for fear you
should comfort me.” '

“No, my dear,” said Mrs. Easton;*you
are wrong. Ife does not send meaway;
I go by my own wish.”

“Oh, nurse, you desert me! Then you
don’t know what has happened.”

“Oh ves, I do know all about it; and
I'm leaving because 1 ean't do what he
wishes., You seeit is this way, Aliss
Mary—your father has been vey gdod
to me, and I am his debtor. 1 must not
stay here and help you to thwart him—
that would be ungrateful—and vet I
can’t take his side against you. Master
has got reasons why you should not
marry Waller Clifford, and e

“He told me so himself,” said Mary.

“Ah, but he didn’t tell you his rea-
sons.”

“No.®

"No more must I. But, Miss Mary,
I tell vou this. I know his reasons
well: his reasors why you should not
marry Walter Clifford are my reasons
why vou should marry no other man.”

“Oh, nurse! oh you dear, good angel!”

“So when friends differ like black and
white, tis best to part. I'm going to
my sister Gilbert this afternoon, and
to-morrow 1o my sister Sally, at her
hotel.”

“Oh, nurse, must yon? must you? 1
shall have not a friend to advise or con-
sole me till Mr. Hope comes back. Oh,
I hope that won't be long now.”

Mrs. Easton dropped her hands upon
her knees and looked at Mary Bm'tLrv.

“What, Miss Mary, would you go fo
Mr. Hope in sucha matter as this?
Surely yon would not have the face?”

“Not take my breaking heartto Mr.
Hope!” cried Mary, with a sudden flood
of tears. “You might as well tell me
not to lay my trouble before my God.
Dear, dear Mr. Hope, who saved my life
In those deep waters, and then eried
over me, darling dear! 1 think more of
that than of his courage. Do vou think
[ am blind? He loves me better than
my own father does; and itisnot a
young man’s love; it is an angel’s. Not
ery to i when I am in thedeep waters
of atfliction? I eould not write of such
a thing to him for blushing, but the mo-
ment he returns [ shall find some way
to let him know how happy 1 have been,
how broken-hearted I am. and that papa
has reasons against kim, and they are
your reasons for him, and that you are
both afraid to let me know these eurious
reasons—me, the poor girl whose heart
1s being made a foot-ball of in this
house. Oh! oh! oh!”

“Don’t ery, Miss Marv.” said Nurse
Easton, tenderly; “and pray don’texcite
yourself so. Why, I neversaw you like
this before.”

“Had I ever the same reason? You
have only known the happy, thought-
less child. They have made a woman
of me now, and my peace isgone. [
must not defy my father, and 1 will not
break poor Walter’s heart—the truest
heart that ever beat. Not tell dear Mr.
Hope? I'll tell him everyvthing, if I'm
cut in pieces for it.” And her beauti-
ful eyes flashed lightning through her
tears.

“Hum!” said Mrs. Easton, under her
breath, and looking down at her own
feet.

“And pray what does ‘hum’ mean?”
asked Mary, fixing her eyes with pro-
digions keenness on the woman's face,

“*Well, I don’t suppose ‘hum® means
anvthing,” said Mrs. ll-.;xst-._-u. still look-
ing down.

“Doesn’t it?” said Mary. “With such
a face as that it means a volume. And
I'll make it my business to read that
volume.”

“Hum!"

“And Mr. Hope shall help me.”

[2% be Continued.)
. —
A Coon Trap and a Tree.
[Chicago Herald.)

John Hyatt, of Willvale, Ind., who has
been a trapper for over forty years, recently
found a steal trap which he had set tweanty
year- ago on the banks of the Kankakee
river near the crossing of the N ickel Plate
railroad. He remembers having set the
trap, but does not recollect having taken it
away. It gvas sprang and in its jaws were
four claws of a coon's foot, A soft willow,
on the roots of which it was set, had grown
almost entirely around it. Parts of the trap
were imbedded in the wood as if they had
been driven into it He now has the portion
of the tree with the trap in at his home,

Y

Celestial Death Missiles,
[Arkansaw Traveler.)

Considering the number of meteoric stones
which reach the eartls surface, it would
not be surprising if many lives had bean de-
stroyed by them. It is stated that loss of
life resulted from a large fall in Africa; that
about the year 1020 many persons and ani-
mals were killed; that in 1511, about §
o'clock in evening, a priest was struck and
killed ; and that still later, in 1650, a monk
was killel. But these, according to Mr,
James R Gregory, seem to be the oaly ip-
stances recorded of death from falling me-
teurites

Another Stage Superstition.
[Chicago Times. ]

A leading man of a new York theatre
illustrated the hold which superstition still
maintains on many who would be least sus-
pected of the weakness Going up to a
minor actress who feit complimented to be
addiressed by the prominent actor, be begged
a favor. “Do not carry an open parasol on
the stage. It is bad luck. The play will
not succeed if you take on that parasol, I
am sure.” To oblige, the offending article

EVIDENCE OF CULTIVATION,
1Orvigrinal )

To meet with an evidence of cultivation,
away off somewhere in the woods, is almost
as charming as the sudden discovery of a
flower, lifting its perfumed petals in a waste
place where only weeds were expected to
ETOW,

The day was dreary. Rain was falling
The leafless trees, ratiling their stiff fingers
together, shiverad; while occasionally »
rheumatic old cak, suffering his joints ta
shrick, would cry out in acute pain. A
house—lonely and bumble, with a stark
chimney and clapboard roof, but a house.

“Comsa in," said the whining, though not
unpleasant, voice of a woman. “‘Git outed
the way, will you,” she added, thrusting the
toe of a coarse shoe against the ribs of a dog.
*“It do "peer kike the dogs will take the place.
Set down, sir.”

I sat down. The woman, while closely
eyeing we, proceeded to twist up her tanglec
black hair, which, in the semi gloom of the
ill-lighted house, looked like the network of
an uncongenial night,

“I reckon you air a stranger in this bers
community '

c.\'&.1’

“*Out huntin® hogs, I reckon.”

*No, 1 am not hunting hogs.”

“It kain't be that you air the new circull
rider, ken it/

“No,madan,lam merely traveling through
this part of the country with & view of writ
ing it up for a newspaper.”™

“Wall, wall” she saud in astonishment, “*/
man some time ergo put something in the
paper about our place. The paper is up here
now, I reckon.”

She took down the county paper and
pointed to a paragraph setling forth the fact
that her busband’s land was acout to be
“sould for taxes.”

“Where is your husband?” I asked.

“Gone to whip the man that put that
readin’ in thar. Jim, Le is a powerful smart
man an’ ken read anything at first sight )
amn’'t much uv a scholard myself. [ uste
could figger a little, but when the war come
on it so pestered me in my mind that ]
forgot how.™

Dipping a cob pipe into the fire, and skill
fully securing a coal, she s¢ttled herseld
down to solid enjoyment.

“The war was awlul,” she continued.
“They tuck every chicken on the place, an
aigs, why, 1 couldn't keep one, no way |
could fix it. Pap hegot awful mad, but he
had to lay low. One time they tuck hin
outen bed, tied him acrost a log an' whuppec
him Gl you mout uv hearn him holler a mils
an’ er ha't. 1 was powerful sorry for him
but it couldn’t be helped. That wa'n't all
While they was stirrin’ round with bhim thes
broke the finest setiin’ uv goose aigs 1 ever
laid my eyes on. Ob, it was shameful the
way they did carry on.”

“What time will your busband return
madam?’

“Wall, it's jest owin’ to how long it wil
take him to git through with the bus'ness ir
hand.
muassy, how he ken slash round when he is at
himself. Don’t know Lit Kelly, do youf

I coutfessed that 1 was not acquainted witl

Lit

He is usually putty peart. Lawses

“Wall, I seed pap whup Lit with one han
an’ vay his respecks to the
the t'uther one. Pap, he
they turn out scholards™
table, ncar which I sat, I no
ticed a leatier-bound book. Teking it up ]
was an old copy of By il

“That's pap’s,”

take nothin’ fur it."

arser boys with
was edyeated whar

i | 1
Un a littie

saw that it
_‘l;l_‘
The book was well worn, “Pap”

dently a man of some caltivalion, It was s

surprise to see that book away out there

the woods, and to know that a humble,

scure man felt the fire of its burning peges
“That’s the aruly book he's got,

tinued,

about.”

Ll

¥ "
b 1 B

time reading it?”
“Law bless you, no. It's his razor strap.
here
new tangled strops that'll sharpen a razor like
thatl book.
I arcse.
“Yes, | mustgo. The rain is about over.”
“*Stop n when you bappen to come along.
Wall, er, good day.” Orie P. READ.
LarrLe Hock, Ark., April 29,

He 'lows that there aint't none o' these

A Very Happy FPaif,
[Chronicle “"Undertones.*")

There is a very bappy married couple up
town. They were fairly bappy before. Now
they are po itively blissful, and the crown of
an old bat did the whole business, He had
an old brown bat He was fond of playing
solitaire and the gaslight hurt his eyes, He
took the old brown hat and cut the rim off
and used it for ashade. She wanted some-
thing for Easter, She went down town shop-
ping. She told me some of the things she
bougkt, but while I looked intelligent, she
might as well Lave been repeating the Choe-
tew alphabet for all I understood. One
svening they were going out. She bhad on ¢
new hat

“More extravagance,™ he said. “Another
new hat and we are just married. Do give
me & chance to make up the wedd nz expen-

se<, won't youf”

“Wel, it didn’t cost much and you know | for whie

I must have somnething to wear.”
“Oh, yes, that's always the way.”
She took

hat and fitted on the new hat over its trim-

ming—! believe that's what they call it

That was enough. He took ber up in his

arms and I think he's kissing her yet

The Lean Gir
[Chicago Tribune.)

It seems to be admitted by all the fashion-
able authorit es that the lean girl must go,
socially speaking, and that the fat girl's
reign has come. But none of them will
deny that there are about the lean girl more
good joints than her rival can show.

Lincoln was in the homely and conven-
tional, as well as in the truest and higbest
sense, a good fellow. His sympathies were
quick and deep, his tact intuitive, and a
gemial instinct moved him t» make his soclety
as pleasant as he could His originality
showed itself at all times and in little
things, and a quaint humor seemed 0 per-
vade every gesture and every expression of
his face.

said, “‘ie ‘m-;.}'::.'l|

|

. con- |
“an’ it's the arnly one he keers|

Don’t be snatched,” she added as |

me RWECEIVED 68 AWARDES

TRADE MAKRK.

Malt Extract

Established 1n 1847 by JOHANN HO Prus-
slan Couusellor, Knlg‘t of the (’rdrrrtpo' r;ew
owner of the Tmperial Austrian Gold Cross of Mert
with the Crown, and owner of the Hobhenzoliern Medas
of Merit, Purveyor of almost all Sovervigns of
Inventor and first manufacturer of the Malt Extrac

and possessor of 582 PRIZE MEDA LS from Exhibitions
and bl:‘eaﬂﬂc Bocieties.

FACEOF LVEKY BOTTLE e SGnATDLE B
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EXHIBITIONS AND SOIENTIFIO SOOIETIES.
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the imitation AND 15 SUPERIOR TN Q0

THE GREAT TONIC

PHILADELPHIA, August 9, 1888,

i

Me Erssgr:

DEAR Sin: Having had occasion 1o give the pre-
parations of Malt now In the market an extensive ang
s:mlongnd trial, I have at last definitely settled on

ohann Hoff's Genuine lmported, M. Eisner, sols
agent, as being the best and most reliable and
the indicaticns in the largest majority of cases, It hay
always given me entire satisfaction.

Respectiully yours,
ALBERI L. A, TOBOLDT, M. D.

PO

LovisviLLe, KY., April 27,
EI1s¥ER & MENDELSON : p s
DEar Sivs. | am using your “Holl™s Malt Extrset™
in my practice and am plessed with resulta. Thank »
lor circulams, ete,
YVery respectfully,
J.A. LARRAREE M. D.

DYSPEPSIA

GERMAN HosrrTalL, PRILADELY ’
o MORITZ EISNER, Esq., Bole Ageni of J’:L:rr
Hoft's Malt Extract for the U. 8, of A., 520 Racs
=treet, Philadelphia,
DEAR tir:  Pleuse send one dosen of Johann Hof»
Blalt Extract to the above hospital. | mm very much

: . | pleased with it and my patients could not do with-
Wwas evl | out it

_ : E. RBAAB, M. D,
Resident Physician of the German Hoapliad

Philsdelphia,

T EXLRES

Te M. Eis~gr, Esq., Agent for Johann Hof™s Genulnw
M=zit Extract, 320 Race Street, Philadelphin
DEAR B1x: Dr. E. Wilson recommended Johant

| Hot"s Malt Extract as the best and only kind for owr
“I suppose he spends a great desl of his | PYPOe

With kind regards, I am yours truly,
CHARLES B, TURNBULL, M. D,
Amistant Professor Jefferson Medical (d:\ep.

Philadelphin

Mr. M. Eisxgr: | bave used the Johann Hoffs
Malt Extract sent me with very good effeet
WILLIAM PEFPER, M. D,
Dean af the University of Pennsylvanis,

Weak and Debilitated

GarRRISON HospivalL, Vienna, Ansuria
Johann HofMs'Malt Extract has been largely used
in the above hospital, and we cheerfully indorse 1%
use 1o the meaical profession for general debility and
convalescence, for which it has proved to be s moss

estimable remedy.
(Rigned) Dx. LOEFF
Chief Physician of H. M. the Emperur's Garr. Hosp.
D PORIAS, House Physician,

FOR NURSING MOTHERS

|
out the rim of the old brown l

Johann Hoff's Genuine Malt Extract has jbeen
chemically investigated in the laboratory of Prof. vom
Kletzinsky, and has been found to contain only artieley
whick are of grest benefit in cases of mperfect diges-
tions and bad nutrition, also aflections of the chesh,
for convalescence and ﬁnenl debility.

Pror. D GRANICHSTETTER,
University of Vienns, Austris,

Weak Children

I have brought suit ml-‘
Messrs. TARRANT & © fox
bottling and »selling aneothey
preparation upon the reputa-
tion of mz Genuine Malt Extract

I have received 58

Medals from Exhibitious, Me-

dical Bocicties, ete., ete.
BEWARE of IMITATIONS?

I . “
HOPE: B2 PHORIYE EIVNERR &t meth o
everv bottle
JOHANN HOFP,
Berlin, Cormaay.

Beware of Imstations?

Nove GGenuine unless having the Bignature
Neck of Every Bottle of . e

Sole Agent for United States and Canada,

EISNER & MENDELSON

for United

Sole Agents
318 & 320 RACE ST

PHILADELPHIA, PA.U.5.A.

.




